her kp with little cries of pleasure. Rainer sat beside het
and watched with a rapt smile how the shadows of the
leaves and the little patches of light flitted over his copper-
dad maiden. Kranich, in the corner of the arbour, was
fully occupied with trying to eat his meal as decently as
possible with his one hand. They all looked the other
way, for this was a little private tragedy. Afterwards
they broke up.
The path led up the hill through fields lying in the hot,
broiling sun, past fruit-trees scattering their kst blossoms,
along the banks humming with life, up to the edge of
the wood, which shimmered with anemones. It happened
quite naturally that, once in the wood, their paths separ-
ated. At first there was a glimpse of a dress, a call through
the green twilight, and then all was quiet, save for tie
tops of the trees swaying gently in the warm air high
above, and sometimes rustling with a sound like the
note of a violin.
" Oh! The sun has made me gloriously tired," said
Helene and stood still. "Look, let's lie down here
together and go to sleep."
Rainer looked at her with a strange expression. How
innocent she was, this large, strong, independent Helene
Willfuer—and how he loved her 1 When she saw his
eyes she was a little frightened and said softly:
** But you must be good and gentle—promise,
Krilei?"
What else could poor Firilei do ? He simukted rest-
fulness and composure. He stretched himself in the grass
beside Helene, leaving a bush of flowering anemones
betwefen them. They looked as though they were blush-
ing, those anemones with their glowing flower faces,
Hdene stretched out her arm towards him. A soft down
grew on it, and the skin was burned from the sunny
journey up the river*
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